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TRUTH ABOUT THE CASE

The Experiences of M. F, Goron, Ex-Chief
of the Paris Detective Police
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A QUEER COUPLE

(Copyright by J. B Lippincott Co.)

FIRST made the
quaintance of Hortense
and Robert Perrichon
while I was #gtill police
commissary In the Pan-
tin district. A Scotland
Yard ofticial happened to
J be In my office
they were ushered in,
and at the sight of them
he leaned biack in his
chalr  convulsed  with
laughter,

“What'e the fun?" 1 asked,

“Why,” he roared, “IU's Sally and
Sampson Drass come to Mfe!”

I had not read Dickens, and there-
fore did not understand the allusion.
But when after his return to London
my English colleagne gent me an il
lustrated copy of “The Old Curlosity
Shop,” 1 appreciated the Joke. Like
Dickensg's famous but unscrupulous
characters, the Perrichons weroe red-
balred, tall and sallow-skinned, and
ouriously like each other, tho resem-
blance being all the more striking be-
cange the woman wore her halr short.
Hortense wns christened Sally, a
name that stuck to her.

The father of Hortense and Robert
kept a “reach-me-down” shop In the
Rue Faubourg-du-Temple, and had gev-
eral timea been convicted of deallng
in stolen goods. Aflter his death his
son and danghter carrled on the busi:
ne#s, but, more eautlous than the old
man, managed to keep clear of the
law, and added conslderably to their
income by lending money at fabulous
rates.

After a few yeara together, brother
and sister accused each other—prob-
ably with eause—of robbing the till,
whereupon they gave up the shop, and
Bally started a servants' reglstry of-
fico. Robert committed forgery, was
sentenced to three yeara' Imprison-
ment, and after the expiration of his
time left the country, Sally also
graced the dock In connection with
caso of swindling, but was nequitted,
and for a long while nothing wns
heard of her.

One morning a eard was brought In
to me bearing the name of Madame
de Baint-Florent. It was Sally; and
if her Eonglish godfather had been
there he would have Indulged In an-
other laugh, for above her dowdy
dress she wore o costly gable eape and
& hat set rakishly on one slde,

“I have something to tell you, M.
QGoron,” sho began in her grufl voice;
“Robert s back.”

“Your brother?"

She nodded.

“l1 am gorry to hear It,” I sald. “I
have quite ¢nough ecriminals on my
bhands, and could well have dispensed
with him. But why did you come to
tell me that?"

“Because I am afrald vf him. He
looked so shabby and hungry that I
bought him a rig-out and allowed him
to take his meals with me. The other
day 1 came home unexpectedly and
found him busy with the lock of the
cupboard in my bedroom. I forbade
him to come to the house again, and
then he threatened me, and became 80
menncing that I gave him money to

ot rid of him. He will murder me

ne of these days."

“If Robert threatens you," I replied,
*You have only to go to the polico
commigsary in your district; he will
take the matter up."

“It's no use of my golng there, M.
QGoron. 1 do not bear the best of
reputations—"

“That you do not.”

“I know {t, sir. And, therefore, the
police commissary will not trouble
about me; mor would Robert mind
him much. But the very mentlon of
your name frightens my brother, and
were you but to say a word to him it
would bring him to his senses. Please
do this for me, M. Goron."

1 told her that thia affair did not
concern mo in any way. Bally, how-
ever, left me no peace. Bhe sald her
life was In danger; and she begged
50 hard that [ at last promised to see
her brother, and, to use her own
worde, “frighten him to death”

“1 ghall be away from Parls for a
week,” I sald, Y80 you had betler send
me Robert in ten or twelve days.”

On my return from Cherbourg my
secretary informed me that. Robert
bad called,

“He has not grown handsomer,”
laughed my assistant. *I gave him a
good talking to, and he promised to
leave Sally alone in the future, al-
though he asserts that all she told you
about his threatening her was a pack
of lHes."

“Why did he not walt for my re-
turn?’ I asked.

“1 reckon, sir, he waa too frightened
of you, and preferred meo to deal with
him."

Several months elapsed, whon the
nows reached me that a M, F had
heen found dend in a hotel in the Rue
Lafayette. He was a widower, highly
respected, and a member of two fash-
fonable clubs., The postmortem show-
ed he had died from poizoning, and
everything pointed to a sulcide, al
though nelther his married daughter,
his valet or cook could assign any
reason for the act.

At the hotel I learned that M. F—ro
bad come there the previous evening
at about ten o'clock, and had pald for

nes (his room

when'

in advance.

He had not
locked his door, and was found the

next morning Ilying fully dressed on

the hed., The most careful examina
tion of his papers falled to throw any
light on the affalr, and at the offcial
inquest a verdict of sulclde was re
turned.

It transpired that M. F—— had
withdrawn Jargoe amounts from his
bank, no trace of which could be
found. He nelther speculated nor
gambled, and he always noted down
every cont he gpent.  Yet of the hun-
dred thousand franes that had disop-
peared no  record ecould he found,
What had become of the engh?  His
helrs moved heaven und earth to find
it, but in vain.

Although 1 eoncurred In the verdict
of sulelde, T was not eatisfied, for |
seented blackmallers. Those who, llke
me, have lived In an atmosphere of
erime, will know tho mischlef wrought
by theso gcoundrels,

In the pantomime of llfe, wherein
criminale play such an Important role,
gwindlers and sharpers often Imper-
gonpte the “funny man” But the
blackmaller Is the “villain,” the traitor
who stabs his victims In the back, and
rarely leaves a trace of his deadly
work.

When a few dayas after M. F—'s
funeral T called on his daughter and
expreseed my view, she indignantly
declared that there could be nothing
bidden in her father's life—a man
whose reputation had been above sus
plelon, Her husband wag of the same
oplnion. 1 knew they were speaking
the truth, and I algo knew that I could
not hope for any help from them,

After an anxlous search [ at last
mnde an important dlscovery. M.
F had engaged himself to o Dar-
onne de V—— In Tours, and had con-
cenled this fact from his daughter and
his friends. Deeply In love with Mad-
ame de V-—-y he had pressed her
hard to fix their wedding for an early
date, wherenpon it was arranged that
it wae to have taken pince toward the
end of June. In less than o fortnight,
however, he had suddenly becoma
despondent, and, to the lady's surprise,
had Informed her that the wedding
had to be postponed.

All this was related to me by Mad-
ama de V—— who was eager to as-
glst me In sifting the matter, A |
rose to take my leave she gald:

“The last time my poor friend was
here he left his clgarctte-case behind,
and Inglde T found this scrap of pa-
per. It {s in his handwriting, and the
notes in pencll refer to a sale of a
amall estate he owned, 1 am afraid
you will not find it very useful.”

1 examined the leaflet with care.

“Madame,” I replied, “this scrap dis-
closes four distinet facts, which,
pleced together, may supply a valu-
able clue.”

“What facts?"

“The address printed at the top of
the page ia that of a shady cafe In
tha Boulevard Rochechouart. And
did you notice the curlous characters
at the back?"

“Yesn, 1 did.
Iebrew letters.”

“No, they are Arable. From all this
I deduce: First, that your friend, who
could have gone to such a place only
under compuleion, did not meet the
people he had come to see; second,
that, having had to walt for them, he
whiled away the time by scribbling
these notes on a plece of letter-paper
he found lying on the table; third, that
he grew impatlent and restless, for
the characters at the back are jotted
down nervously and lack the firmness
of the other writing; fourth, that, ns
Arable {8 not alanguage usually iaught
at college, it ia more than probable
that M. F—— spent some time in our
African colonfes.”

“Why, yes,” Madame de V-— ex-
claimed. *“I remember he once de-
scribed to me a ecene he witnessed In
Oran."

“That simplifies matters,” 1 rejoined,
“and I can now set to work."

It Is not always easy to dive into a
dead man's past,. The moment the
human machinery has been brought
to a standstill everything that once
gravitated around him seems to dis-
appear. He is forgotten by friends,
and detractors who persecuted him to
his last breath have potent reasons
never to mention his name.

Dut the threads supplled to me by
that note would, 1 expected, put me
on the right course, and 1 felt 1 could
not have any peace as long ns the mis-
creants responslble for M. FP—"8
death went about unchallenged,

The statement made to me by M,
F 's daupghter thut her father's
reputation was above suspicion was
undoubtedly true as fur as Parls was
concerned, If, therefore, there was a
blot in the man's life 1 had to look
for it elsewhere, and Oran at once
presented ftsgelf to my mind,

I made discreet Inquirics, and learn-
ed that some twelve years ago M.
P, while in Oran, had allowed him-
gelf to be foolishly Implleated in a
seandal, which, thanks to powerful
protectlon, had been hushed up.

While 1 was trying to ¢lear up that
slde of the problgm, it wis also es
sentinl that 1 should know something
of the people who frequented the

I fancled they were

cafe In the Boulevard Rochechounrt,

and I selected as my observatory &
rival establiehment a few doors off,
wheneo I could watch those passing
In and out. ¢

I knew I could rely on my memory,
and on the first day recognlzed many
who In varlous ways had passed
through my hands. Not a few of them
had anything but clean records, but
they were elther book-makers, sharp-
ers, or tricky horsedealers, fre-
quenters of the race-course, whose spe-
clalty lay in a different direction,

One evening, half an hour after I
had reached my post of observation, 1
saw a cloan-ghaven man walk up and
tnke his seat outslde. After a while
he tapped nt the window for a walter,
who replied to a questlon put to him,
whoereupon the man flew into a rage
and, talking rapldly, pulled once or
twice the lobe of his left ear.

I looked at him in surprise, Many
yours ago I had known a fellow who,
when his temper was roused, Indulged
In that curlous habit. He was nick-
named the "Patrlarch,” because of his
long beard; but he was reported to
have died In the Toulon hospital, His
name was DBachelet, and he had been
a notorlous bhlackmaller,

I ecautlously got elose to him, and
then do doubt was possible, It was
the “Patriareh,” minus his beard and
with his hale dyed black. Even had
[ not geen him pull his ear I should
have known him by his eyes.

e was a cunning rascal, who to
save his skin would mnot scruple to

turn on his  accomplices, which ac-
counted for his having once recelved an
ugly knife-thrust, Although he de

clared nt the time he did not know his
asgallant, 1 suspected he bad good
reason to conceal the truth.

While T was watching hlm a man
in a dirty blouse and torn cap, hils
face begrimed with dirt, the type of
the Paris loafer, slouched past me
and gave me a hardly perceptible nod.
I bad trouble to keep from laughing;

for, despite his disgulse, I recognized
Darlaud, one of my men.

Poor Darlaud! In his constant hunt
after criminals of the lowest order he
rarely had tlme to appear In re
spectable clothes., It was even sald
that on his sister's wedding-day he
had not found a minute to put on a
clean suit, and that when he attempt-
ed to enter the church the beadle
wanted to glve him into custody. 1
walked a little way In front of him
and then turned around.

“Do you see that man outside the
cafo over yonder?' 1 asked.

“Yes, sir”

“Do not lose sight of him, and re-
port his movements to me."”

On the afternoon of the third day
Darlaud turned up.

“l scent n mystery, sir,” he began.

“So do 1,” I replled; “but possibly
the solution of the mystery that puz-
zles you may prove the solution of the
one 1 am trying to work out.,”

“Well, sir,” he continued, “I never
lost sight of my man; I had to go
carefully to work, for he is terribly
wilde-nwake. He made me trot. lie
dined at a wine-shop in the Rue Louis-
Dlane, then strolled toward the Rue
Delleville and entered an hotel kept
by a man called Coulon, A minute
later 1 saw him at one of the windows
in his shirt-sleeves, so [ gathered be
lived there. 1 at once usked for a
room for myself, and managed to ae-
cure one two doors from our friend.
His nnme, 1| dscovered, 18 Charles La-

touche, or, rather. that is how he en-
tered In the hotel books.

“Tuward ten o'clock he went, jump-
ed on a 'bus, changed twice, and
when near the Boulevard Ney got
down and walked toward the Rue
Rousseau. It 1s a dark sireet, or [
could not have followed him, At the
ond of the sireet, where a house 18
being bullt, I saw him elimb over the
palings, looking for something or
somebody. He remalned there for
two hours, and then returned home
the way he came,

“Yesterday he rose late, spent the
greater part of the afternoon in the
cafe where you pointed himi out to
me; and, the moment darkness had
set in agaln, took up hls position be-
hind the palings in the Rue Rousseau,

“l1 was beginning to wonder what it
all meant, when I saw a woman walk
down the street at a brisk pace. She
was about a couple of yvards from the
place where 1 was hiding. At that
moment Latouche rushed up to her,
and, selzing her roughly by both arms,
called out: ‘I've caught you at last,
you beauty.! Dut with a quick move-
ment she ghook him off, and turned on
him lke a tigress. At the same time
her vell fell off and I recognized—
whom do you think?-—Sally, the—"

“T know. Go on with yonr story.”

“Bachelet!’ ghe shricked, “I'll="

“Iut the fellow did not let her con-
tinune. ‘Don‘t bawl ke that, you de-
mon,' he hiszed; ‘only tell me where
vour brother is. Yon know how he

swindled me, the despicable hound.
Where is he?
“*I swear T know nothing ahont

him,' she cried. ‘Hut if ever you dare
again lay your dirty fingers on me,
I'Il bawl the name of Bachelet a lit-
tle louder thut I did tonight!" And
she strutted away. As I wanted to re.
port to you, I sent word to Berard to
take my place and keep the fellow un-
der observation. Do you want me to
watch him further?"

“No, Darlaud,” T sald. *“DBut tomor-

row you must tell him 1 want to gee

- |
WHEN SHE SAW ME , SHE SHOOK HER FIST AT ME

him on a personal matter, and you
will bring him here. Address him, of
course, a8 Latouche.”

The next morning at eleven he was
shown In. His face was thin and
crafty, and he peered at me with cu-
riosity and cunning expressed in his
puckered eyes.

“You are Latouche?" I began,

“Yes, sir—Charles Latouche."”

“I have an interesting communica-
tion to make to you. A man has just
died, leaving all his estate to a certain
Charles Latouche; and I have been
asked to hunt for this fortunate heir,
Have you any papers to prove Your
identity In cose you are that lucky
man?"*

He stared at me in bewllderment,
and his hand slowly erept up to his
left ear.

“Don't do that,” I laughed, *"or you
will make me think of some one who
had the snme curlous knack. IHis
name was Bachelet,”

He turned livid. But I saw it was
with rage and not from fear,

“When you began about that leg-
acy,” he sald, “I knew you were only
making fun of me. Yes, I am Bach-
elet; and I changed my name becauge
of my past life. If you had not sent
for me, I would have come to gee you,
for 1 have something to say to you.
It refers to Hortense and Robert Per-
richon, sister and brother, twins, a
queer couple, awfully allke. You know
them?"

UlY“.”

“They are a pair of scoundrels, The

woman spread the story that she had

M

to ask protectlon againat her brother
because he threatened her life; but 1
know better, it's all blarney, They
meet at her house, and I have seen
Robert go there repeatedly late at
night and not come out agnin. Robert
did me & bad turn. I meant to be
even with him, and kept my eye on
the pair. No easy matter, for they are
never geen together, I found out he
had dealings with a gentleman who
seemed to stand In terror of him, and
I traced thizs gentleman to hls ad-
dress In the Rue de Provence. }is
name, I discovered, was M. F-—, and
when 1 heard he committed sulcide 1
connected Robert with the affalr. 1
ought to say Robert and his sister; for
they work together, although the sis-
ter nlways manages to keop in the
background.”

“1 compliment you on your detective
skill,” 1 sald; “but how g It you bring
me this information after 2o many
werks have elapred?”

“Necanse Robert  suddenly  disap-
peared, and I walted for his return he-
fore calling on you, Robert has been
blackmalling that poor M, F——, and,
under the threat of dlgelosing some-
thing that oceurred at Oran, succeod.
ed in extracting a lot of money from
his victim."

“How do yon know thls?" I nsked.

“I heard it from one of Robert's
pals, whom he cheated, like he does
evervbody.”

“Idke he cheated you, too, in that
business, [ suppose?"”

He gtarted from hig chalr,

“No, M. Goron," he ecried, "I had
nothing to do with this affair, or 1
would not be here to tell you about
w"

And the old rascal bowed himself
out of the room.

It is not to the credit of mankind
that ninetenths of the Information
supplied to the police is prompted by
revenge; Bachelet, of course, had par-

ticipated in the blackmalliug affair,

I

and had evidently been defrauded by
his confederate. With his usual cau-
tion, however, he had kept on the
safe side, and could, therefore, risk
denouncing him.

I ordered Inspector Berard to arrest
Robert, and, as we had not yet dis-
covered hlg whereabouts to watch
Sally's house, where he waa supposed
to go every night,

Sally lived near the Porte Clingna-
court, on the outskirts of the city, a
forlorn spot facing the fortifications.
It was a dismal bullding sltuated in
what had once been a garden, but had
become & wilderness. A thick, high
hedge ran along the front of the house,
which stood some fifty yards away
from the road; a wall and a ditch pro-
tected it at the back. In the garden
was a well, walled In with massive
stone, Several windows at the lack
of the dwelling were broken and
blocked with wooden boards. Al-
together, it was a gloomy place that
would have lent itsell admirably for
a sensational scene in a melodrama.

On the morning of the fifth day I
found Inspector Berard sliting in my
office looking very uncomfortable,

“What's amiss?” 1 asked.

“BEverything,” he replled. "Fabre
and I watched the premlses very
clogely and saw the womuan go out
several times., But never a sign of
Robert. Last night at ten Fabre was
at the back and I in front of the house,
when a cab drove up, stopped about
a hundred yards from the place, and
some one alighted, whom, in the

darkness, I could not see. Twenty

minutes elapsed and I was wondering
what had become of the Individual. A
figure then suddenly emerged from &
beap of stones opposzite me, and like
lightning disappeared Into the house.
I had recognized Robert, but unfor-
tunately he had been too quick for
me.

“Having whistled softly, Fabre crept
up from his hiding-place, and we con-
ferred as to the best course to take.
We remalned on guard all night, and
this morning at daybreak knocked at
the door. After a quarter of an hour
it was opened by the woman. She
looked pale, and trembled from head
to foot.

“'Who are you?' she asked.

“When we told her we wanted to
see Robert, khe screamed:

“‘He 1s not here! 1 haven't seen
him for ever so long. Go away, the
lot of you. 1 have been taken ill dur-
ing the night. You'd better send for
a doctor.

“And she crept up to her room.

“Weo then searched the house from
top to bottom, but the fellow had die-
appenred, We are certain he Is hid-
den somewhere. But where? Fabre
thinks there must be a subterranean
passage leading into the flelds be-
yond, and I am inclined to think so
too.  That funny-looking well ought
to be examined. T left the other men
there. We want your help, sir"”

I jumped Into a enb with my secre-
tary, and drove straight to Sally's
house., Ingpector Nerard was outside,
and Informed me that the woman was
really 111, and that some one had gone
to fetch medieal help.

I made a thorough Investigation of
the place, my men following my move-
moent with curlogity., 1 went down the
dried-up well, and saw that the old
stones, firmly cemented together, had
not been moved for a century, 1
tapped all the floors and walls, but
found no trace of any secret passage.

“Any chie, sir?" asked Derard.

“Yes. Robert has been cnught In
his own trap, and cannot get away.
And now I ghall pay a visit to Sally."”

The room [ entered was In a terribly
untidy state. The floor, chairs, and
tables were littered with articles of
the most heterogeneous description,
and a strong smell of spirits pervaded
the place. Sally was sitting up in bed,
her head propped up with plllows.
When she saw me, she shook her fist
at me and said in an angry tone:

“What do you want? Don't bother
me about Robert. He Is gone away,
thank heaven! and, what's more, 1
don’t want him back. And now leave
me alone. 'm 1L"

“1 am gorry to disturb you," I said,
“but 1 bring you news from your broth-
ed, e is here. Quite close to us."

Sally bent forward, clenching an old
handkerchief with which she had wip-
ing her forehead.

“Where do you say he Is?”
gagped,

“He is lving in this bed, looking me
stralght in the face."

“You are mad. Do you think I am
Robert?"

“Oh, no. 1 always know a lady
when I gee her. [ should be sorry to
doubt your sex. DBut, although you
are Mille. Hortense Perrichon, Yyou
also are your own brother, or, rather.

she

you have Impersonated him, Is that
clear?"”
A knock fell on the door. It was

the doctor, and I withdrew to the gar-
den, after having asked him to signal
to me the moment he had done with
the woman.

My secretary was pacing the gamr
den up and down.

“You allowed yourself to be nicely
bluffed,” 1 said to him, *“Yes,” I con-
tinued, “this woman bluffed you, and
others as well. In the annals of
crime it certainly is a record case.
Her brother did not return te this
country, and, I dare say, dled years
ago. Sally performed a stroke of
genius, coming to my office claiming
my protection against him. With her
short halr and wonderful likeness to
him, she put on man's clothes, and
then walted untll I was away from
Paris before calling at the office and
introducing herself to you as Robert
You never thought that the gentleman
who came to see you was Sally!

“Once Robert's existence was es-
{ablished, Sally knew she could with
perfect safety carry out nefarious
schemes, and change her sex the mo-
ment things became threatening. It
was she who blackmalled that un-
fortunate M. F—,

“When Berard came to me this
morning and related that wonderful
story of Robert's ghostly appearance,
I began to have an inkling of the
truth. T do not belleve in secret pas-
sages nor In miracles.”

The dnctor here called me and said
that the woman was serlously 1ll, and
I ordered her Immediate removal to
the Infirmary of the Depot X. (the
Central Police Station).

Before golng away she beckoned to
me and whispered In my ear:

“The game is up. You found me
out. Good:by."

They were the last words I heard
her speak.

After she had gone I ransacked her
room, and from the most Impossible
hiding-places brought to light securl-
ties, money, jJewelry, men's clothes of
every description. Among her corre
spondence I found several letiers of
M. F——; nlso a document relative to
the death of Robert, three years be
fore. )

Sally had been struck down with
enterlec fever, When she recovered,
the doctors declared that her mind
was affected and that she could not
be put on her trial. She was trans-
ferred to the 8t. Anne's Asylum,
where she dled hopelessly Insane,

Curfouely enough, there are still
people who, having known Sally, re
fuse to believe ghe alone earried out
such & bold scheme. They are con-
vinced that Robert was not & myth at
the time, and that he and his sister

bhad been plotting together.
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